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the 

V  O  Y  A  G  E, 

A 

POEM 

In 

Seven  Parts: 


Containing, 


REFLECTIONS  upon 


A  Farewell. 

Calm. 

♦ 

Moderate  Breeze. 
Hard  Gale. 


Shipwreck. 

Deliverance. 

AND 

Return. 


‘ They  that  go  down  to  the  Sea  in  Ships ,  that  do 
Bufinejs  in  great  Waters  ;  thefe  fee  the  Works 

of  the  L  0  RDy  and  his  Wonders  in  the  Deep. 
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To  the  Honorable 


JOSEPH  WANTON,  esq. 

Governor  of  Rhode-Island,  &c.  &c. 
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May  it  please  your  Honor* 

OCRATES,  in  his  ar- 
30c  guments  upon  the  frailty  c£ 

^  human  nature,  tells  us,  that 

a  weak  fabric  Hands  in  need 

of  a  good  fupport  ; — and. 

1  common  underflandmg  is  Sufficient  to 

vindicate  the  affertioa.  F his;  may  it 

pieafe 


» 

1 

» 


.  * 


1 
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DEDICATION. 


I  ieafe  your  honor,  was  my  -chief,  my 
only  incentive,  to  dedicate  this  piece 
t  <  you  ;  conicious  that  its  defects  are 
numerous,  and  therefore  flands  in  need 
of  fame  fuperior  affiftance.  Nothing  is 
more  common,  than  to  lee  dedications 


and  prefaces  ilutied  with  flattery,  and 
difimu.ation  ;  i/rivate  intereit  is  now  too 
frequently  made  u  e  of  under  the  di;gui  e 
ot  public  good  ,  and  fa!!e  patriots  in 
thefe  days  are  as  numerous  as  fade 


«  9  ^ 

prophets  were  in  the  days  of  Jeremiah  ; 
maki  'g  ure  of  the  word  LIBERTY  as  a 
cufgm  e  to  fcreen  the  word  of  vices  j 
y.  inch  is  m  reality  hypocri  y. 

j  .  "> 

\  1  , 

1  would  not,  may  it  p!eare  your 
honor,  be  underftood  to  mean  fuch 
p-atriotic  worthies  as  the  PENSYL- 
VAN1A  FARMER,  by  no  means  1 
He  is  an  honor  to  his  country  ;  and 
his  writings  not  only  display  his  Geni¬ 


us,  but  his  rational  faculties. 


But 


DEDICATION,  v 


But  as  a  fira'nger  entering  into  a 
garden,  would  make  choice  of  the  mo  ft 

O  7 

fragrant  flowers,  or  the  molt  delicious 
fruit  ;  lb  would  1  who  am  here  a 
flranger,  make  choice  of  a  patron 
whofe  fldiarabter  is  not  only  the  ad¬ 
miration  of  the  great,  but  a!fo  the 

imitation  of  the  good  : - Nor  is  this 

flattery  ;  for  your  honor  may  allure 
yourfelf  that  the  author  of  this  piece 
cannot,  will  not  be  bluffed  by  tne 
prevalence  of  fortune,  or  diimayed  by 
threatening  adverfity. 


M  a  y  your  honour  be  long  fpared 
to  act  in  your  exalted  flation,  with 
that  confiftency  as  becomes  a  true 
patriot,  and  well-wifher  to  his  coun- 
try.  '  . 

A  n  d  after  a'  well  fpent  life  here, 
may  you  be  advanced  to  thole  abodes 

of 


vi  DEDICATION. 

of  blifs,  where  even  the  wicked  ceafe 
from  troubling.  Thefe  w  idles  are 
breathed  with  fincerity  by  your 
Honor’s  molt  obedient. 


HUMBLE 


Servant,' 


Thomas  Boulton. 


\ 
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VOYAGE. 
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PART  I. 
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oft  with  joy, 

but  now 

with 
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[  forrow 

fills 

This  penfive  breaft,  which  bodes  to  heave  no  more. 
With  ttie  fort  traniports  of  thy  native  fhore. 

To  fcorching  A  ?  r  i  c  fortune  bids  me  roam 

In 


. 
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\ 

In  queft  of  riches — hardly  gain’d  at  home. 

\ 

Oh  third  of  gold  !  how  powerful  is  thy  fvvay  ? 

V,  hat  crouds,  by  thee,  are  daily  borne  away  > 
hrom  placid  livers  to  a  boift’rcus  (ea  ?  3 

From  fcenes  or  bids,  if  ought  could  blefs  mankind, 
^liCn  av  rice,  or  ambition  frcs  the  mind. 

While  1  rdudlanf,  figh  a  lad  adieu, 

The  low  ring  c!e  ts  efcape  my  easier  view. 

And  Jn  the  dreary  wafie  of  fea  and  air. 

Creation  nearly  ieems  to  difappear. 

But  not  the  Ices  reflection’s  magic  power, 

This,  mighty  void,  with  phantoms  peoples  o’er. 
Revives  each  tender  feene  I  liv’d  before. 

Only  to  make  me  feel  the  lofs  the  more. 

My  widow’d  fpoufe,  two  tender  babes  her  care. 
In  conftant  preflure  on  my  (pints  bear. 

Hard  feem’d  her  fate,  while  I  the  burden  (har’d 
Alone  !  kind  heaven,  how  infinitely  hard. 

Oh  !  may  my  GOd,  (aid  I,  the  pitrance  granr. 
To  place  her  fame  removes  from  pinching  want  ; 
To  fill  thofe  little  mouths  with  daily  bread. 

And  flicker  them  in  fame  convert  nt  flied. 
Regcuuds  of  the  blufter  of  the  great, 


Vd 
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I’d  hug  contentment,  in  my  humble  ftate. 
Difeharge  my  duty  in  my  narrow  fphere. 

And  leave  the  proud  to  glare  and  domineer. 

But  when  or  where  that  fiate  of  vvlfh’d  repofe, 
The  bleft,  the  kind  Omniicient  only  knows. 

Then  peace  my  hreaft  !  My  anxious  thoughts  be  ftiil, 
Refign  our  fate  to  his  almighty  will. 

Refolv’d  to  leave  no  duty  uneffay’d. 

No  iuff’rer  to  reproach  refufed  aid. 

But  now  methinks  I  fee  my  fair  in  tears. 

And  vittue  in  diftrefs,  fo  bright  appears, 

It  adds  new  luftre  to  the  face  it  wears. 

Ceafe  !  Ceafe  my  fair,  why  will  my  Laura  mourn  ? 
Her  Strephon  may  agam  e’er  long  return  ; 

Let  but  a  few  dull  tedious  months  be  o’er. 

And  he  again  (hall  vifit  .albion’s  fhore. 

Nor  fhail  thy  abience  change,  or  time  remove 
A  fingle  jot  ol  Strephon’s  ardent  love. 

Laugh  ac  thefe  lines  ;  or  cenfure  here  my  page, 
„Ye  libertines,  of  this  degen’rate  age. 

Boaft  of  your  perjuries  URto  the  fair  ; 

Or  fay  each  tosft  could  with  my  nymph  compare. 

B  But 
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But  firft,  this  MOTTO  to  your  mem’ry  fliow, 

Ye  cannot  jud^e  of  what  ye  do  not  know : 

My  fair  was  good,  was  kind,  was  all  that’s  juft, 

’I would  be  a  crime  fuch  virtue  to  diftruft: 

In  her  dear  breaft,  even  envy  cannot  find 

An  Imperfection  of  her  lovely  mind. 

Biot  is’t  her  outward  form  alone  that’s  fair;. 

Her  very  thoughts  are  fpotlefs  and  fincere. 

And  thofe  accompliftiments  of  w'.t  and  youth. 

Are  only  emblems  of  her  inward  truth. 

Lift,  Oh  ye  fair  !  And  when  ye  read  thefe  lays, 

Think  not,  my  mufe,  too  lavifh  in  her  praife. 

As  fair,  as  good,  as  woman-kind  can  be. 

So  fair,  fo  good,  fo  virtuous  is  ftre. 

But  words  avail  not,  fighs  are  breath’d  jn  vain.; 

• 

Yet  where’s  the  man  that  could  from  fighs  refrrril). 
Was  he  with  Laura,  lovely  Laura  blelVd,- 
Or  cne  that  was  with  Laura’s  v/orth  pofleL’d  ; 
And  from  that  worth  like  me  compet'd  to  part, 

How  would  it  tear,  how  would  it  grieve  his  heart  f 

\ 

’Tis  fuch  can  weigh,  and  fuch  can  weigh  alone, 
My  inward  griefs,  by  judging  of  his  own. 


For 
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For  fo  has  fate  decreed  !  Oh  !  hard  to  tell, 

We  now  mult  part,  my  Laura,  Oh!  farewei  l 
Farewel,  each  fcene  of  blifs,  each  filtnt  grove. 

Ye  dear  retreats  of  Innocence  and  love. 

Now  towards  the  (hore  my  wifhful  eyes  I  cad, 

And  think  with  grief  on  each  enjoyment  pad* 

Each  recollected  pleafure  makes  me  fmari. 

And  Laura’s  abfence  wrings  my  aching  hesrr. 
Where’s  now  I  cry,  where’s  now  the  lovely  Vale  ? 

it.  * 

Where  to  my  Laura  firft  I  told  my  tale  ; 

A  tale  of  fondnefs,  which  my  fair  approv’d, 

And  blufhmg  own’d  how  tenderly  fhe  lov’d. 

Her  fighs  lent  fragrance  to  the  fweeteft  breeze. 

And  added  beauties  to  the  budding  trees, 

When  fhe  was  abfent  all  things  feem’d  to  mourn. 

But  each  grew  fprightly  on  her  dear  return  ; 

No  founds  of  difcord  ever  did  appear, 

Nought  cou’d  feem  harfh,  if  Laura  was  but  ,  there. 
But  Oh!  my  Mufe,  let  drop  the  ftory  here, 

Forget  the  iuhjedt,  flop  the  gufhing  tear, 

•  , 

Father  of  influence,  thou  good  fupreme, 

Infpire  my  fong,  and  be  thyfelf  the  theme,’ 


Earth 
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Earth,  ocean,  air,  what  boundltfs  fpace  contains, 
From  thire  immenfe  omnipotence  emaries, 

Teach  me  to  trace  thine  hand  thro'  all  thy  ways, 
Or  in  the  earth  or  thro’  the  boift’rous  fcas. 
While  tofsM  on  billows  ;  caft  on  foreign  fhores, 
Or  in  the  power  of  more  than  favage  Moors, 

T  ho1  this  lad  traffic  fcarce  will  bear  appeal,  * 

Yet,  LORD,  thy  fervant  only  goes  to  heal. 

An  a&ive  life  thy  juft  commands  enjoin. 

My  fpirit  ecchos,  be  imployment  mine, 

I  o  bind  the  broken  bones,  to  pour  the  oil, 

To  ripen,  and  discharge  the  painful  boil 
To  cafe  the  throbb.ng  bread,  or  aching  head. 

To 

*  The  Author  of  this  piece  was  lately  engaged  in  a  voyage 
to  Africa,  in  the  capacity  of  Surgeon  ;  upon  which 
voyage  all  ou  board  was  killed,  excepting  himfelf  and  two 
others,  who  were  in-- a  moll  miraculous  manner  preferved, 
after  having  been  expofed  to  the  fhot  of  not  only  the 
Negroes,  but  alfo  to  the  fhot  of  Capt.  Fisher,  for 
feveral  hours. 

^r.^w,r,^The  VOYAGE  is  Dangerous. 
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To  be  attendant  at  the  fick- man’s  bed. - - 

The  meaneft  tffi:e  finking  life  requires, 

Is  well  confidant  with  my  warm  defires. 

Point  out  the. way  thou  leader  of  the  blind. 
Where  I  may  faithfully  afiift  mankind  ; 

Or  in  this  liquid  world,  or  otherwhere. 

Thy  providence  fees  meet  I  fliould  repair, 

Mean  while  do  thou  my  drooping  foul  fuftain. 
While  fad  prefages  give  me  conflant  pain. 

Oh  !  Thou  can'll  lull  this  intellectual  ftrife. 

And  bear  me  falely  thro’  the  ftorms  of  life. 
Whilft  thou  'vouchfafes  the  lab’ring  bark  to  {tear* 
Avaunc  diftruft  and  melancholy  fear. 


PART 
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PART  II. 

I 

A 

•  , 

C  A  L  M. 

^  1  \  ' 

* 

He  maketh  the  Storm  a  Cairn,  fo  that  the  W aves 
thereof  art  fill.- - — 

/  *  '  .  r 
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5eC>eO§C^C5£C  ^  H  E  winds  are  hufh’d  ;  each  wave 
||  T  ^  (as  tho’  aflecp, 

M  &  Forgets  to  murmur  o’er  the  filent 

&  C  c’eep 

KKftKK  The  fea,s  fm00lh  furface  undiflurb’d* 

(doth  lie. 

Nor  feels  the  breathing  of  the  fpangfd  fky. 

Not  n  the  leaft  n6ifc  the  filent  air  invade. 

Even  eccho’s  felf  is  undifturbed  laid  ; 

Each  lip  is  feal’d,  no  wifpVing  voice  or  found 
Strikes  on  the  ear  thro’  all  this  fpscious  round. 

But 
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But  oh  !  how  foon  this  level  glafly  form. 
May  be  difturb’d  by  fome  rough  boifterous  florm  \ 
How  foon  this  plain,  may  up  to  mountains  rife, 
And  tho’  kis  now  fo  calm,  may  mount  to  ikies. 


Even  fo  the  moil  fecure,  whofe  peaceful  breaft, 
May  feem  to  promife  many  years  of  reft  ; 

But  let  the  breath  of  malice  o’er  them  blow. 
Their  promis’d  blifs  is  turn’d  to  fccnes  of  woe. 

T  h  a  t  this  is  true,  experience  daily  fhews, 
By  turns,  all  living,  the  fad  trial  knows  ; 

The  crowned  head,-  the  reverend,  and  the  brave, 
The  bappieft  mortal,  or  the  wretched’ft  Have. 
The  old,  the  young,  the  hoary  head,  and  youth. 
One  time  or  other  proves  this  to  be  truth. 


The  moon  is  now  advancing  on  her  \v3y,  * 
And  flieds  her  influence  o’er  the  glafly  lea  ; 
Our  bark,  as  tho*  by  former  gales  oppreft. 
Now  void  of  motion  feems  to  be  at  reft. 


Her 


*  Now  reigns  full  orb’d  the  moon,  and  with  more  pleafing 
light, — — - — - —Shadowy  fets  off  the  face  of  things. 

Milton's  Com  us. 
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Her  (lately  mads  as  deady  feem  to  (land, 

As  when  in  trees  they  grew  upon  che  land  $ 

The  fads  which  caught  each  favourable  blaft, 

Are  now  becalm’d  againft  each  lofty  mad. 

Lo  !  how  fecure  each  failor  (eems  to  dole. 

No  thoughts  of  home  their  mind  can  diicompofe  ; 

Stretch* d  on  a  plank,  they  feem  to  deep  as  found* 

As  tho’  they  did  with  India’s  wealth  abound. 

From  fweet  content  more  riches  furcly  flown* 

Than  from  the  mines  c-f  envied  Mexico  ; 

The  harden’d  tar,  by  cuftom 

Forget  the  pad,  nor  fear  the  ills  to  come. 

Scarce  aught  they  have,  or  do  they  care  for  aught) 

Say  why  fo  cardefs---- *t is  their  want  of  thought 

Strange  may  th*  aflfertion  feem,  yet  true  as  ftrange. 

Mod  feilor’s  minds  like  wind  or  weather  change. 

Or  (hall  I  c.  py  from  great  Dryden’s  long, 

They’re  every  thing  by  fits,  but  nothing  long  ^ 

Oh  !  thoughicU  men,  arife,  arife  and  view, 

The  fpace  between  eternity  and  you. 

For  though  you  feem  fecurdy  here  to  fieep, 

A  fingle  plank  divides  you  from  the  deep  * 

q  Should 
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Should  that  give  way,  at  once  the  foul  is  hurl’d. 
With  all  its  crimes  into  the  other  world. 

Thefe  dreadful  truths  are  prov’d  at  different  times. 
On  different  people  and  in  different  climes ; 

Few  months  efcape  that  don’c  the  tidings  bear. 
And  from  the  widow  force  the  gulhing  tear. 

All  nature  feems  to  doze,  Oh  !  Mufc  awake. 
And  here  a  furvey  of  creation  take; 

Roufe  ev’ry  fenfe  and  call  thine  eyes  abroad, 

To  view  the  hidings  of  the  power  of  God.  ■j# 

A  theatre  vafl:  where  lightnings  dart  their  fire. 
And  dreadful  ftorms  in  wifp’ring  breaths  expire ; 
Where  horrid  thunders  do  their  rage  difeharge. 

And 

f  Hah.  iii.  vc r .  4,  Thera  was  the  hidings  of  Iris  pow- 

er> - Nothing  in  my  opinion  can  exceed  the  fublimity  of 

this  expreflion  of  the  Prophet  ;  for  after  vve  have  pry’d  into 
fhb  moft  accurate  parts  of  creation,  after  all  our  enquiries 
Into  the  nature  of  thfngs — -we  find  our  f elves  loft  in  a  maze, 
and  one  enquiry  is  -only  productive  of  another  ;  nay,  when 
we  are  arrived  at  the  very  height  or  fummit  of  human*  wifdoai 
and  learning,,  all  our  boafted  accompliftiments  ferve  only  to 
indicate  this  greateft  of  truths,  and  to  fhew  to  our  weak* 
limited  capacities,  the  hidings  of  the  power  of  Goi>j 


v 
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And  worlds  on  worlds  unnumber’d,  roll  at  large. 

Thole  ftars  which  feem  fo  fmall  to  human  eyes 
Are  brilliant  worlds  of  an  enormous  fize  5 
Tho’  their  great  diftance  and  ftupendious  heigh ts 
Do  hide  their  largenefs  and  conceal  their  light. 

Tho’  fmall  they  feem,  and  with  fuch  faintnefs  g’ow 
They  pafs  in  bulk  this  fpeck  of  earth  belo  w  ;  f 
And  all  in  filent  ’eloquence  proclaim. 

The  glorious  author  of  their  radient  flame. 

How  great  muft  be  his  power  who  did  command 
Prom  nothing,  to  exiflence,  fea  and  land  j 
By  whofe  bare  word  the  Sun  deffus’d  his  light. 
And  from’  a  chaos  drove  the  (hades  of  night. 

Tranfcendent  power  !  a  power  furpaffing  thought  1 

From 

V  •  9 

The  diameter  of  the  planet  Jupiter  is  calculated  at  130653 
Miles,  while  his  orbit  is  reckon’d  to  confift  of  895134000, 
which  computation  according  to  the  rules  of  Aftronomy  and 
laws  of  proportion,  may  :be  applied  to  other  planets  whofe 
immenfe  bulk  exceeds  this  lower  earth  by  thoufands  of  miles.  — 
Thisplanet,  fays  the  learned  Sir  Ifaac  Ntwion,  is  200  times 
as  large  as  this  terreftrial  glebe, -and  the  planet  Saturn  90 
times  as  large,  fo  that  this  earth  may  with  propriety  be  rec¬ 
koned  only  as  a  fpeck  compared  with  fuch  immenfe  bodies. 
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I  rom  nothing,  ail  things  to  exiftence  brought  : 
And  form’d  them  a'l  on  fuch  a  glorious  plan. 

As  (poke  his  power,  and  (hew’d  his  love  to  man, 

A  finglc  fiat  from  Jehovah’s  tongue, 

Each  planet  in  its  proper  orbit  hung  ; 

1  aught  each  to  run  the  limits  of  its  race. 

And  drew  dimenfions  of  its  tolling  fpace. 

He  fix’d  them  fo  that  in  fix  thoufand  years. 

No  variation  in  their  courfe  appears  ; 

Revolving  time  may  change  terreftrial  things. 
Exalting  beggars,  or  debafing  kings. 

The  harden’d  rock  by  timers  corroding  hand, 
May  crumble  into  particles  of  fand  ; 

Nay,  that  which  once  compos’d  high  Atlas  brow. 
May  be  a  land-bank  in  the  deep  e’er  now. 

4 

But  here  no  revolution  can  take  place,  f 

*  •-  V  ^ 

Nought 


cs  a  minute. 


f  “  The  planets,  and  all  the  Heavenly  bodies  perform  their  cour- 
*<  fes  and  revolutions  with  fo  much  certainty  and  exaftnefs  as 
«i  never  once  fail’d  ;  but  for  almoft  fix  thoufand  years  cometk 
**  conftantly  about  to  the  fame  period  in  the  hundredth  part  of 
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Nought  can  diminifh,  or  expand  the  fpace  i 
That  word  alone  their  motion  can  controol. 

Who  gave  them  light  and  taught  them  how  to  roll* 
Vie  w"  this  expanfe,  thefe  brilliant  fparks  proclaim. 
The  mighty  power  from  whence  this  luftre  came  ; 
Each  (tar  proclaims  it  as  it  fheds  its  light. 

And  luna  tells  it  to  the  fable  night : 

The  fun,  the  earth,  the^fea,  each  diftant  cloud, 
God  made  us  all,  all  nature  cries  aloud. 
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JHoderate  BREEZE. 


fie  cauftd  an  Eaji  wind  to  blow  in  the  Heavens y  and 
by  his  power  he  brought  in  the  South  wind . 

V 

Pfalm  lxxviii.  ver.  xxvi. 
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MODERATE  BREEZE. 


PART  III. 

\ 
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* 

&&&  H  E  morn  appears,  th5  enlivening 
g  T  g  [  fource  of  day, 

8  ^  Now  from  the  Eaft ward’s  rolling  on  his 

X&ObQoObc  [way  * 

v  Fiom  yonder  horizon  behold  him 

^  [  rife. 

With  what  a  hue  he  paints  the  Eaftern  ilcics* 

As  he  advances,  fee  the  mifts  retire, 

And  noxious  vapours  by  his  heat  expire. 

As  fnow  diflolves  before  the  fcorching  fire. 
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The  winds  are  roufed  from  their  peaceful  deep, 
And  wifpcr  murmurs  o’er  the  lilt’ning  deep  •, 
The  waves  are  now  awake,  and  gently  glide, 

Each  preffing  forward,  on  each  other  ride. 

* 

In  this  they  feem  to  imitate  mankind, 

For  fo  afpiring  is  the  human  mind. 

All  would  be  firft,  none  cares  to  be  behind* 

For  wealth  we  lee  each  individual  drive, 

Heir  prefies  heir,  at  grandeur  to  arrive  ;  -f- 
With  force  thefe  waves  now  pulh  each  other  ons 
And  one  comes  forward  as  the  othtr’s  gone. 

How  pleafmg  is  this  cool  refrelhing  gale. 

The  chearful  breeze  now  fills  each  lof.y  fail  ; 
Serene’s  the  fky,  wind  fair  and  weather  clear. 
With  flowing  fheets  before  the  wind  we  ftear. 

All  fails  are  fet,  and  thro’  the  lea  fhe  plows. 


While  foaming  waves  are  roarirg  round  her  bow 

C  \ 


Here  in  a  clufter  lee  the  happy  train. 

Free  from  all  thoughts  of  a  diftemper’d  main  ; 
No  difcord  in  their  breaft  can  find  a  place. 

For  fweet  content  is  figur’d  on  each  face. 

Atm 


t  Heir  preffes  heir,  like  wave  impelling  wave. 

Dryden. 
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A  .  , 

Arm  d  Mdth  full  bowl  now  nought  but  pl^a^ure  rngns 
Tom  drink3  to  Jack,  and  Jack  to  Tom  again  % 
Each  in  his  turn,  tells  all  his  amours  o’er 
Relating  eaih  adventure  on  the  Ihore. 

No  fccret  fault  or  failing  how  is  hid, 
jack  takes  a  pride  to  tell  the  ills  he  did  j 
His  lewd  afperfions  on  the  fair  he’ll  pour 
And  name  you  fifty  whores  in  half  an  hour.' 

His  mefsmates  all  attentive,  round  him  fit. 

Rap  out  an  oath,  and  fwear  that  Jack  has  wit* 

The  mug  replenifh’d,  brifk’y  round  doth  pafs. 

Each  tar  now  drinks  unto  his  fav’rite  Ms. 

Here  Moll,  ciies  Will,  I  muft  not  thee  forget 
Thou  ne’er  deny’d  me  of  a  favour  yet  ! 

Was’t  not  for  thee,  who  flops  my  wild  career, 

I  often  fhould  ( I  own  )  to  Dig-lane  fteer. 

Or  perhaps  to  New-ftreet,  on  which  wretched 
So  many  clever  fellows  have  been  loft : 

Cut  thour’t  the  anchor  by  the  which  I  ride. 
Through  adverfe  winds,  and  ftem  the  tempting  tide* 
Forgive  ye  judges,  O  !  forgive  my  Mufe, 

Who  fcorns  With  lies  your  ears  for  ro  abufe, 

Ituch  talk’s  obfcence,  I  cannot  it  excufe. 
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Their  confiant  topic’s  ftill  upon  the  fair, 

Whom  they’ve  feduc’d,  they  tell  how, when  and  where  , 
1  mean  fome  few,  who  dead  to  common  fenfe, 

No  virtue  prize,  but  fport  with  innocence. 
Amphibious  wretches,  menders  of  the  fea, 

f  K,.'  , 

Whofe  only  ftudy  is  for  to  betray  5 

■  ’  • 

Think  you  my  fentiments  are  too  fevere, 

I  appeal  forjuftiee  to  the  injur’d  fair: 

In  their  behalf  I’ll  ufe  my  faithful  pen, 

To  brand  the  vices  of  degen’rate  men* 

Such  men  there  are,  nor  will  they  ceafe  to  be, 
Whilft  men  O  Tittle  copy  after  thee  £  * 

To  blufh  with  fiianie,  is  foreign  to  thy  race. 

No  crimfon  e’er  was  in  an  Ethiop’s  face, 

And  none  fo  ftupid,  or  fo  dimly  blind, 

But  from  thy  looks  may  trace  a  vicious  mirick 
But  here  I’d  not  be  thought  to  cenfure  all, 

Or  let  the  lafh  upon  the  guiltlefs  fall  ; 

Many  there  are,  who  do  fuch  crimes  deteft, 

And 

$  A  mulatto  captain  who  fails  out  of  Liverpool. 

*  ,,  No  friend  to  God,  a  foe  to  all  minkind”. 

? 
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And  thefe  my  mufe  would  fever  from  the  reft. 

1  know  the  wretch  whom  this  my  cap  doth  fit. 
Will  damn  my  genius,  and  condemn  my  wit  ; 

I  value  not  his  cenfure,  or  his  praife, 

Td  fhun  alike,  his  colour  and  his  ways. 

Of  fuch  Td  fpeak,  to  warn  fucceeding  times. 

To  fhun  the  mifehieff  of  his  hateful  crimes  : 

To  warn  them  from  a  Dizia’s  rule  to  fly,  * 

*  \ 

Dizia  who  did  my  peace  of  mind  deftroy. 

PART 

:  >  ■  i 
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*  Dizia  an  African  lady, 

Whofe  footy  charms  he  was  fo  wrapt  iji. 

He  ftrait  ordain’d  her  fecon4  captain  ; 

So  ftritt  was  (he  in  ev’ry  matter. 

She  even  lock’d  the  jar  of  water  : 

And  whil’ ft  in  that  high  ftation  plac'd# 

Nq  thirfty  foul  a  drop  mu^  tafte. 
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*Tbe  Lord  fent  out,  a  groat  Wind  into  the  Sea ,  and 
there  was  a  mighty  lempeft  in  the  Sea9  Jo  that  the 
Ship  was  like  to  he  hrohn» 
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PART  IV. 


ftSsQsOBQ#  OW^  filence  reigns,  and  nature  feetns 

&  SeC  [to  paufe,  +  ^ 

§  N  §  My  foul  aftonifh’d  wonders  at  I 

l@C  3§C  the  caufe>  j 

|0(!$0OO*C  My  mufe  now  (hudders  at  the 

fcene  Ihe  draws. 

The 

,  «i  viTe  often  fee  againft  fome  florins,  a  filence  in  the  heavens. 
*>  the  rack  Hand  ft  ill,  the  bold  wind  fpeechkls,  and  the  orb 
telow  ■&§>  ai  death’ 
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1  he  fea  s  quite  fmoqth,  the  whifperipg  winds  are  ftil]? 
No  Angle  breath  ftrikes  on  the  lofty*  fail  5  * 

I  hefe  frowning  Ikies  forebode  the  brooding  dorm* 
Thefe  clouds  the  troubled  atmosphere  deform. 

How  black  and  awful  looks  the  lofty  fky. 

Now  thunders  roar,  and  dreadful  light’ning  fly  . 
Where’s  now  thofe  colours,  where  that  lovely  hue 
The  blufhing  crimfon,  and  th’  enliv’ning  blue  ? 

All  now  are  fled,  and  in  their  room  appear, 

Dark  gloomy  clouds  which  ruder  afpe&s  wear. 

The  burfting  mounds  furcharg’d  with  liquid  fire 
In  torrents  from  th5  incumbent  weight  retire  ; 

And  with  fuch  difmal  furrows  gore  the  deep. 

They  furely  muff  along  the  bottom  fweep. 

The  trembling  bark  now  fliakes  beneath  our  feet. 
As  if  offended  with  fach  loathfome  weighty 
The  timbers  fhake  and  fee  the  lofty  fail 
Now  borne  away  before  the  boifterous  gale. 

The  mainrnaft’s  gone,  and  fee  the  lofty  fea, 

Hath  broke  the  gripes  and  fwept  the  boats  away  : 
From  ftem  to  flern  the  boifl’rous  waves  do  toll, 

*  V  v  ' 

And  dart  confufion  to  th’  affrighted  foul. 

Oh  ! 
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'  Oh  !  miferable  fight,  oh  !  depth  of  woe. 

How  (hall  we  aft,  or  whither  can  we  go  ^ 

Alas  my  country  !  oh  my  native  fhdfe  ! 

My  fears  prefage  I  ne’er  muft  fee  thee  more.' 

Yet  could  I  have  but  one  dear  parting  view, 
But  one  faint  glance,  to  bid  a  long  adieu. 

E’er  this  laft  fcene  of  action’s  at  an  end, 

To  bid  farewell  to  every  happy  friend. 

Farewell  to  ail,  Oh  !  dreadful  thought  to  life, 
And  what’s  more  precious  fill!,  farewell  my  wife  % 
How  will  my  Laura,  how  my  better  part. 

Will  thou  my  fair  one,  fortify  thy  heart. 

> 

But  oh  !  who  can  efcape  the  tale  to  tell. 

How  Strephon,  once  rbe  happy  Strephon  fell  • 
Gould  but  my  foul  fweep  through  the  difiant  aira' 
To  breath  my  woes  to  Laura’s  tender  ear. 

To  fell  my  fair  that  with  my  lateft  breath, 

I  bieath’d  my  fondnefs  in  the  pangs  of  death  ; 
But  foon,  alafs  5  fhe’ll  be  depriv’d  of  me. 

Our  tender  infant,  fartherlefs  muft  be,  . 

When  I  am  gone,  where  is  one  pitying  friend 

Will  footh  their  woes,  or  their  affiftance  lend 
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D.ftrafiing  thought,  not  one  will  heed  their  criesfj 
Redrefs  their  wants,  or  with  them  fympathile. 

But  hear,  juft  heavens  !  hear  my  lateft  prayer. 

And  though  thou  thinks  not  fit  my  life  to  fpare, 

Yet  take  my  widow  to  thy  tender  eare. 

But  ah  1  what  voice  is  that  for  ev’ry  breath. 
Seems  loaded  with  the  horrid  found  of  death  5 

She’s  fprung  a  leak,  and  to  complete  our  woes; 

? 

The  forefa  1  in  a  thoufand  pieces  goes. 

And  with  it’s  fled  our  hopes, for  now  the  fea; 

Quite  o’er  the  veflcl  makes  a  common  way ; 

The  waves  now  with  tfemendious  fury  hurl’d, 

Throws  threat’ning  death  around  the  liquid  world. 

The  lab’ring  bark,  with  all  her  load  doth  rife, 

The  mounting  ridge,  and  feems  to  Ikirn  the  fkies  ; 

Then  plunging  in  the  hollow  deep  again. 

She  lies  quite  hid  beneath  the  fifing  main. 

No  human  art  or  ftrength  can  ought  avail, 

Or  keep  her  fteady  in  the  boift’rous  gale  ; 

Tis  he  alone,  who  can  a  calm  command, 

y  ‘  «-  i 

Who  holds  the  winds  and  waters  in  his  hand,  f 

Or 

t  Job  xxviii  ver.  24  anc!  25.  Re  looketh  to  the  ends  of 
the  and  feeth  under  the  whole  heavens. To  make  th£ 

weight  for  the  winds,  and  he  weigheth  the  waters  by  nieafure* 


P  ART  V. 

S  H  I  P  WRECK. 

And  there  came  down  a  Storm  of  W*ind  on  the  lake , 

and  they  were  filled  wtih  water ,  and  in  Jeoparay - - 

and  they  came  to  him  and  awoke  him ,  faying ,  Mafier , 
Majitr ,  w*  ptrifr. 

Matthew  chap.  viii.  ver.  23  and  *4; 
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PART  V. 

ojo  ^0^C^0j^0^!^3C59aJ:c5a^ES5^Ci3#lc5555J:®5':$5:$3-5® 

5eC^QeC)eC>SC  OOD  Heavens !  have  mercy,  fee 

( the  rudder’s  gone, 

y?  r;  jgf  v  t 

)g  )@(  Straight  overboard  let  all  the  guns  be 

&  ,  ,  &  (  thrown  ; 

‘Twill  make  her  livelier  o’er  the  fea 

t 

(  to  ride. 

But  keep  the  weighty  metal  from  the  fide. 

With  downcaft  looks,  each  hand  to  work  now  goes. 
And  o’er  the  file  the  pond’rous  cannon  throws  ; 

When 
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When  lo  !  mountainous  rolls  a  lofty  fea, 

.  f  V 

^Which  1  weeps  the  mate  and  feven  hands  away. 

I  he  reft  affrighted  know  not  where  to  go, 

For  every  place  is  fill’d  with  fcenes  of  woe  j 
The  fhatrer’d  gunnel,  a  dtead  afpeft  wears, 

And  op’ning  fidts  now  aggravate  our  fears. 

^  \ 

No  pen  can  paint,  or  human  tongue  evprefs 
Our  firuation  in  this  deep  diftrefs  ; 

Nought  but  diforder  here  my  Mufe  can  trace. 

For  death  hath  (lamp’d  confufion  on  each  face. 
Now  jfome  in  pumping  of  the  fhip’s  employ’d, 
Whilft  others  trap  with  cords  each  lab’rmg  fide  $ 
But  aids  in  vam  no  human  art  avails, 

Ea  h  art  is  tiy  d,  but  ev’ry  trial  fails. 

Oh  !  how  difmay’d  each  Tailor  does  appear, 
Now  void  of  hope,  they  almoft  dead  with  fear; 

T  here  fee  on  bended  knees,  with  uplift  eyes. 
Some  call  for  mercy  to  the  threat’ning  fkies  ; 
Whilft  others  loudly  of  their  fate  complain, 
They  wifh  to  be  at  home,  but  vifti  in  vain  ; 

'  '  S  9 

Their  fad  complaints  almoft  outroar  the  wind. 
Bemoaning  all  the  friends  they’ve  left  behind. 

M  '  '  >rS  *  7 

There 


37 


The  VOYAGE. 


There  fee  the  hufband,  with  diftra&ion  wild. 
Now  calling  on  his  abfent  wife  and  child 
But  now,  oh  /  Ihocking  fight,  he  met  his  fate. 
And  does  frefli  terror  in  each  bread  create. 

In  vain  he  grafps  the  cords,  the  lofty  fea 
From  all  that’s  dear  now  tears  his  life  away : 
BJt  fee  above  y^n  furface,  fee  him  rife. 

Hark,  hark  how  loud  *,  he  on  his  Delia  cries 
But  all’s  ii  vain,  alas! — he  drowns—- he  dies 
To  this  fad  fcene  attend  ye  Britifh  fair, 

And  in  o^r  abfence  learn  to  be  fincerc  ; 

If  e’  er  you’re  tempted  by  the  fulfome  beau. 

Paint  to  your  m'nd  this  piteous  fcene  of  woe. 

Fly  from  each  wretch,  who  dare  fuch  freedoms  take. 


i 
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And  fhun  their  prefence,  as  you’d  fhun  a  fnake  ; 

Whofe  fpotted  outfide,  or  whofe  gilded  (kin. 

Series  but  to  hide  the  venom  that’s  within. 

But  here  my  Mufe,  in  penfive  numbers  fay. 

How  many  fell  on  that  unhappy  day  : 

4 

That  drt  adful  day,  when  woes  on  woes  did  rife. 

And  all  thy  foul  flood  trembling  in  thine  eyes. 

This  hour,  cries  one,  I  fear  muft  be  our  la  fir, 

/  Our 
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Oar  pumping’s  vain,  fhe  gains  upon  us  faft  ; 
The  horrid  found  makes  all  our  blood  run  cold 
For  feven  feet  of  water’s  in  the  hold. 

But  now,  alas  !  I  tremble  as  I  write. 

The  bare  remembrance  does  my  Mufe  affright ; 
The  time’s  at  hand,  when  that  my  foul  mud  be 
For  ever  bled,  or  doom'd  to  mifery. 

Begone  each  worldly  thought,  for  now  no  more, 

i 

Mud  I,  alas  !  revifit  Britain’s  fhore  $ 

No  more,  oh  !  worfe  than  death,  my  Laura  fee, 

The  very  thought’s  as  bad  as  death  to  m$. 

*  But  hear  me  heaven’s,  and  when  I’m  no  more. 

The  choiced  of  thy  bleflings  on  her  fhow’r  ; 

Frote6l  her  infants,  when  depriv’d  of  me. 

May  they  a  God  and  father  find  in  thee.  - 

And  now  farewcl  to  all  I  once  held  dear. 

To  all  on  earth,  that’s  p  lea  fan  t,  good  or  fair  ; 

No  more  on  earthly  things  my  mufe  muft  rove, 

But  turn  her  fubje-fl  to  the  realms  above. 

Look  down, look  down, great  God,  with  pitying  eyes, 

Behold  our  mifery,  and  regard  our  cries; 

From  thy  remembrance  our  pad  faults  erafe, 

Nor  let  thy  vengeance,  ’gainft  us,  Lord,  take  place. 

•  Our 
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Our  crimes  are  num’rous,  and  thy  judgment’s  juft,  * 
But  oh  !  remember,  we  are  nought  but  duft  •, 
Frail  fons  of  men,  vile  offsprings  of  the  ear  h. 

By  nature  vicious,  finful  from  our  birth  : 

But  tbcu  art  God,  and  canft  our  crimes  forgive, 
And  tho’  we’re  finking  now,  canft  bid  us  live, 

O 

i  *  \  +*  »"*  f  ’  .  .  1  t 

*  Nothing  can  be  more  fublime,  than  that  admirable  hymn  of 
monfour  Earreaux,  ftruck  with  a  deep  fenfe  of  pail  guilt,  he 

exprefics  himfelf  in  the  following  afte&ing  manner. 

,  ■  ►.  »  "  4  ■*  > 

GRAND  Dieu,  tes  jugemens  font  remplis  d’equite  ; 

Toujours  tu  prens  plaifir  a  nous  etre  propice  : 

Maisj’ai  tant  fait  de  mal,  que  jamais  ta  bonte 

Ne  me  pardonera,  fans  choquer  ta  juft  ice  . 

Oui,  mon  Dieu,  la  grandeur  de  mon  impiete 

Ne  laifte  a  ton  pouvoir  que  le  choix  du  fuplice  : 

Ton  intereft  s’oppofe  a  ma  felicite, 

Etta  clemence  me  me  attend  que  je  perifte. 

Contente  ton  defir,  puis  qu’il  t’eft  glorieux  ; 

Often  fe  toy  des  pleurs  qui  coulent  de  mes  yeux  ; 

Tonne,  frappe,  il  eft  terns,  reus  moi  guerre  pour  guerre  5 

J*  adore  en  perifiant  la  raifon  qui  t’  aigrit  ; 

Mais  deffus  quel  endroit  tombera  ton  tonnerre, 

Qui  ne  foit  tout  couvert  du  fang  de  TTrwnf.  „ 

^  JESUS  CHRIST  ? 
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The  VOYAGE. 

O  fp.ak  my  God,  thofe  healing  words,,  “  1  will,  ” 
The  wind  fhall  ceafe,  and  rolling  waves  be  (lill  : 
Save  os,  good  Lord,  rebuke  the  wind  and  Teas, 

And  fill  our  fouls  with  gratitude  and  praife. 

4  "  ,  ■  ^  '  s  ■  ■  4  •- 

PART. 


Which  I  have  thus  tranflated,  tho‘  I  am  confcious  I  have  in  a 
great  meafure  robb’d  it  X)F  its  original  beauty® 

.i  / 

y  . » 

Great  good  and  felf-exiftihg  God, 

Thy  various  Judgments  fpread  abroad  ; 

Thy  equit}r  and  truth,  declare 

Thee  flow  to  wrath,  but  quick  to  fparc* 

But  tho*  thy  mercy’s  unconfin’d, 

So  frail's  my  bafe  degen’rate  mind  ; 

I  cannot  hope* — nor  dare  believe. 

Thou  wilt  my  heinous  crimes  forgive* 

My  faults  are  of  fo  deep  a  dye. 

The  tears  now  gufhing  from  mine  eye  $ 

Do  only  ferve  to  aggravate. 

And  urge  thee  to  decree  my  fate. 

’Tis  only  left  to  thee  to  chufc 
What  bolts  of  vengeance  thou  wilt  ufe. 

To  blaft  fo  vile  a  wretch  as  me. 

For  trampling  on  thy  clemencj\ 

Strike  then  great  GOD,  I  only  wait. 

By  thy  decree  to  meet  my  fate  ; 

Amidft  my  fufFrings  i'll  adore. 

Thy  fov’reign  arm,  and  blefs  it’s  powers 
But  hnce  all  bafe,  all  human  guilt, 

Is  wafh’d  in  blood  which  Jefus  fpilt  ; 

Where  can  thy  vengeance  find  a  place  ? 

My  Saviour’s  blood  fills  ev’ry  fpace® 
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my  diftrefs  1  called  upon  the  Lord*  and  cried 

unto  my  God \  be  heard  my  voice  out  of  his  *T cm- 

Pe*  and  my  cry  came  before  him ,  even  into  his 
Ears * 
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ARK,  hark  yon  cry,  the  voice  calls  out 
A  £  •  -  "  [a  fail, 

^  2?  And  fee  he  comes  this  way  before  the  gale; 

She  feeins  to  be  a  veflfel  of  fome  force, 

And  homeward  bound,  now  fleers  the 
'  channel  courfe 

if  ’ 

T is  ojrowm  lefs  wind,  the  waves  are  partly  laid, 

9  \ 

And  now  a  fignal  of  diflrefs  is  made  •, 

¥  (f 

Oh  joyful  fight  !  he  heaves  his  veflel  too. 
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The  VOYAGE. 


Thank  heaven  the  gale  abates,  and  look  above, 
The  .clouds  now  fcem  but  flowly  for  to  move  ■„ 

A  thankful  look,  each  happy  face  now  wears, 

Ea_h  heart  is  fill’d  w  ith  joy,  each  eye  with  te  ais 
And  whiUt  toe  torrent  vfrom  each  eye  doth  break 
Oar  looks  confefs  the  thanks  we  cannot  fpeak. 

In  worider  loft  !  we  on  each  ocher  gaze, 

WhiUt  every  look  proclaims  our  maker’s  praife  • 
And  they  who  lately  did  '  at  Heaven  repine. 

Now  burft  in  tears,  and  praife  the  power  divine. 

Our  veffcl  fettles  fait,  but  fee  their  boat 
j,s  hoi  (ted  our,  and  on  the  lurface  float  ^ 

Now  here  fhe  comes,  and  jointly  kis  agreed, 
dTo  cpiit  pUi  pumps,  and  fly  with  winged  /peed. 

All  hands  with  joy  the  finking  yVfle!  leave. 

Nor  have  they  time  a  Angle  thing  to  fave  ; 

The  boat  puts  off,  but  is  no  looner  gone, 

.  1  han  the  fid  wreck  immediately  goes  down* 

*  '  <  hi- 

On  board  w?e  go,  where  we  the  talc  relate* 
Whilft  every  ear  is  liit’ning  to  our  fate  ; 

Now  fore  and  afe  congratulations,  reign, 

Will  drinks  to^Joe,  and  joe  to  Will  again. 

i  Recounts 
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Recounts  their  (offerings,  but  forgets  the  power 
That  did  their  lives  from  threac’ning  death  reftore 
O  ftranee  to  tell,  that  men  cou’d  ever  be 
Reduced  to  fo  much  ftupidity. 

The  very  brutes,  to  (hew  their,  gratitude. 

Will  lick  the  g'en’rous  hand  that  gives  them  food  -3 
But  man  ungrateful,  won’t  from  reafon  learn, 

What  brutes  from  nought,  but  inftinft  can  difcern. 
Wnat  cry  is  that  which  (trikes  upon  our  ears, 

Haik  from  aloft  !;  they  cry  the  land  appears  ! 

' ;  1  ■  ■» 

O  joyful  found,  fee  how  the  people  croud. 

To  have  a  view — up  each  afeending  fliroud.1 

?f;s  holy  head,  I  fee  it  from  below,  * 

Its  lofty  top  is  cover’d  o’er  with  fnow  ; 

Brace  up  the  yards,  and  keep  her  to  the  wind. 

And  now  my  lad  do  you  your  fteerage  mind, 

S:t  all  your  flay  fa  Is,  get  main-tack  on  board, 

*Tis  done,  the  tars  obeys  the  mailer’s  word  ; 

T  he  wind  comes  aft,  my  hds  the  bowlings  check 
«  * 

Up  main  clew  garner,  quick  let  go  the  tack. 

Round  in  your  braces,  now  the  wind’s  come  fair, 

*  £ 

S.rc  goes  before  it,  and  the  yards  are  fquare. 
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Wc  brifkly  fail,  fat  nfliy  both  wind  and  tide,  - 
Is  in  oar  favour,  and  we  fweetly  glide. 
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An  H  Y 
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f"M  A  1 1  E  wonocrb  Led  wmch  tho-u  haft  wrought; 
JL  Far  fur  pa  is  all  human  thought;  *  ' 

Each  fcenV  which  to  our  view  doth  rife 

Proclaims  th  eir  great  Creator  wife. 

'  •  :  r.;;  J  :  .  y  v 

The  glorious  fun  fhines  forth  thy  •  praife. 

The  moon  and  (tars,  which  nightly  blaze ; 
Toddlant  worlds  they  fpread  abroad 
The  wifdom  of  th’  eternal  God. 


\  \  !  «• 


The  winds  which  thy  commands  obey. 
Reveals  thy  wifdom  to  fthe  fea  ; 

Each  breath  which  o’er  its  furface  creep, 
Thy  prasfes  whisper  to  the  deep; 

Beafts  wild  and  tame  in  concert  join, 
And  hoar  fly  praife  thy  power  divine  ; 

The  winged  fongfters  of  the  flky. 

Warble  the  praife  of  God  moft  high. 


Then 
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fince  all  things  found  forth  thy  prailc. 
Let  all  mankind  their  voices  raiie  ; 

For  man  with  reafon  thoa’ft  endued, 

.Which  reafon  tells  him  thou  art  good. 


Let  high  and  low,  let  rich  and  poor* 
The  lord  of  life  and  death  adore ; 

Let  Kings  and  beggars  bow  the  knee,1 
And  pay  the  homage  due  to  the©. 
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7  hen  art  they  glad,  becaufe  they  he  quiet ,  fo  he 
brings  them  into  their  defired  haven  .  Oh !  that  Alert 
would  praife  the  Lord  for  his  goodnefs,  and  for  his 
wonderful  works  to  the  Children  of  Men. 

Pfal  evil.  ver.  30,  31, 
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HRICE  happy  day  my  native 
)S£  5§C  f  Shore's  in  fight, 

^  A  v|  The  blooming  fields  affords  a  frefji 
)§£  ^  [delight  ; 

The  lofty  fkeples  over  top  vend  hill. 
Now  ev’ry  feene  my  bread  with  joy 

does  fill. 

No  more  of  ftorms,  my  penfive  mufie  fhall  tell 
For  on  this  fin  ore  a  fLw  of  pleasures  dwell  ; 

The  fragrant  flowers  drefl  in  their  native  bloom, 
Delights  the  fenfes  with  q,  fweet  perfume- 
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The  bending  trees  o’erloaded  with  their  weight, 
JsJqw  feem  the  pafling  trav’ler  to  invite  ; 

Lu  current  cinders  of  (uch  various  fruit. 

Adapted  vaiious  modes  of  tade  to  fuir. 

“  Thefe  are  thy  works,  th’  enraptur’d  poet  cry’d^ 
“  Thefe  various  fruits  and  flowers  we  mortals  pride  ; 

If  thefe  feem  wond’rous  to  the  fens  of  men, 
c;  Parent  of  pco  1  t hy felt  how  wond’rous  then”, 

Bat  here  O  here  I  mud  my  life  my  all, 

And  die  sftonilh’d  at  my  feet  doth  fail  ; 

Rife,  rile  my  Laura  O  my  fair  one  rife. 

Or  die  thy  Steephon,  faithful  Strephon  dies. 

For  thou  h.ifl  power  my  trembling  foul  to  warm. 
To  drown  my  for  rows,  and  my  griers  to  chatmj 
And  all  my  fudVings,  all  my  woes  at  lea 
Are  loath’d,  and  ev’ry  comfort  found  in  thee. 

AT y  well  known  voice  th’  adonifh  d  fair  one  hears, 
'Lifs  up  her  eyes  now  hli’d  witn  lovciy  tears  ; 
The  voice  is  Strephon’s  if  I  may  bcnevo 
My  wond’ring  ears,  and  lure  they  ca  r  t  deceive. 

She  (poke  and  look’d  with  all  her  wondrous  charms. 
Then  left  the  ground  and  Sprung  into  my  arms  ; 
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O  tell  me  Strephon  cries  my  charming  fair. 

What  chance  or  fortune  brought  my  Strephon  here. 

The  dreadful  tale  1  to  her  ears  difclofe,  ,  H; 
Concerning  all  our  complicated  woes.  . 

But  now  i’m  here,  freed  from  the  boift’rous  Teas, 
Stir  up  my'  foul,  and  fpeak  thy  makers  pratfe. 

An  H  Y  M  N. 

THOU  firft  and  laft  almighty  God, 

W  ho  rules  both  feas  and  Ikies  j 
At  whofe  command  or  at  whofe  nod, 

•  .  -*  ‘  j  •  f  \ 

The  winds  and  feas  do  rife. 

Thofe  more  than  thought  can  comprehend. 

Or  human  tongue  exprefs  ; 

Ne’er  hadft  beginning  or  will  end. 

Eternity’s  ithy  fpace. 

From  thee  alone  all  nature  came. 

All  that  we  heat  or  fee  ; 

From  dull  thou  rais’d  our  mortal  frame 

An  image  faint  of  thee. 
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*Yet  thefe  thy  .works  tho*  wondrous  greati 
Compar’d  to  thee’s  but  fmall  ; 

My  foul  with  extacies  repeat. 

Thy  mercy’s  over  all. 

<■  • 

v*  ’Twas  this  reviv’d  my  drooping  foul, 

'  •  ;  ’  -  '  \ 

And  bid  me  not  defpair  ; 

.  Tho’  threatning  waves  did  o’er  me  roil. 

Thy  mercy  Lord  was  there. 

Whilft  horrid  thunders  roar’d  aloud, 

.From  the  diftemper’d  fky 

And  feem  t‘o  tell  from  cloud  to  cloud, 

.  An  angry  God  was  nigh. 

*  .  ’ 

Yet  tho’  offended  was  our  God, 

77  *  .  v 

He  'heard  his  people  pray  ; 

He  {freight  withdrew  his  threatning  rod, 

W 

And.  calm’d  the  wind  and  fea. 

/ 

O  !  for  a  voice  fwect  notes  to  raife, 
v  To  fpread  this  truth  abroad  ; 

But  O  !  what  voice  is  fit  to  praife 


The  meat!  the  unknown  God, 
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